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In AUSTRALIA! 


Author's Notes: 
First story. Well, not the first. LOL. But the first here. It is based on this video/MTV show 


(https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=KqhxAi0Suh0). Comment, rate and enjoy. More to come. 


In Australia 


‘Twas the brief snag of the jacket and the smell of booze on Richie's breath that pissed Jon entirely, all the 
way to his rock and roll core. Or maybe the audacity that long legged, but ultra-talented jerk had to pour 
perfectly good candy down on the ground in front of all the kids that were watching? 


Before they hit those couches, Richie promised Jon that he would behave, or pay. How many times had he said 
the phrase of the night: "Whez in Australia?" By rock and roll, Jon wanted to smack Richie upside the head 
with his harmonica. But by roll and rock, he sure looked so snug and ready for a good and deep fucking in that 


blue flannel shirt and those expensive glasses. 


Bon Jon rocked his head back and forth and then forth and back again, trying not to be pissed. "Try not to be 
pissed. Try not to be pissed. | can't believe that dickhead dumped the fucking candy on the fucking floor. What 
a jerk! But shit fuck tits, he looked so fucking hot!" To ease his sexually pissed tension, Jon brought the 
harmonica to his lips and played some bullshit tune that sounded more like Mean Medicine than Bad. Richie was 
Bad Medicine. Behind the scenes of that frenzy track was Richie; Jon never had the courage to admit that yes, 
Richie was his drug of choice, even when he misbehaved. The perfect lips slipped, causing a strewn out, 


unfinished note. 


"Yeah, dude. Be sure to bring us some pizza, tomorrow. Ya coulda gave us some pizza when we was out there 
on MTV in Australia!" Richie's voice echoed in the hallway and it was like some Deja vu shit. Bon's eyes rolled 
impatiently. The door opened and in emerged the tall giant, like he had never left the couch, all snug in that 
blue flannel shirt and black jeans with the shades over his eyes. He even had the same glass of booze latched 
in the skinny fingers, the firm grasp showing just how much he loved the flowing symbol of rock and roll. 


"Bon Jovi Bon! What's sup, man?" Richie presented himself, dorky smile and a raised glass, searching for a 
friendly gesture of some kind, but Jon's biddy glance turned sideways, a cinematic turn to the window and the 


picturesque city in the background. 


Always sweet and innocent Richie with the sweet and innocent dimples, and drunker than hell, walked like a high 
kitten to his friend.and lover. "Hey Jon, guess what? We'z in Australia, and I'm happy about dat shit. Had a good 
time with the show, right? Right? Right?" Playfully, Richie motioned the glass of the good stuff underneath 


Jon's nose. "Huh?" 


"Why do you always have to put your hands on your fucking dick?" Jon suddenly asked, giving Richie a cold 
glare that snapped him back into reality..mildly. 


"What're talkin’ about, dude?" he asked defensively, wanting to leave and find a young bird who was willing and 
wanting to have a good time. The tall man had planned to spend his last night in Australia with Jon, but staring 
into that pissed face made him question those plans. To spend quality time in Australia with someone who 
wasn't so pissed-in Australial 

Jon, still wearing the awesome jacket that Michael Jackson wanted, turned to face Richie. "You've been doing it 
every since I've known ya. You sit with your long (‘sexy ass legs’ Jon thought) legs open with your hands just 
resting in between them." 

"So? And?" Richie responded, thinking, ‘oh yeah. | do-do that, in Australia and everywhere else: 

"What's the problem? Are your fuckin’ nuts itching? Need to pour some water on your balls?" 


"Jonny, I'm trying to have fun here in." 


"| promise you fucker if you say that shit again, | will throw you out the fuckin’ window!" Jon threatened, his 
handsome face in Richie's handsome and pretty face, taking in secret whiffs of his musky scent. 


"What? Australia" 

"Yes, that!" 

"Why you gettin’ so defensive, man? That's where we are, ain't it?" 
"But | told you.. 


"You told me what?" Pissed, Jon snatched the glass of booze away and in anger, smashed it on the ground. In 
that instant, Richie was glad he had on boots. Then, he yanked Richie's glasses from his face and the tall man 
looked surprised and shocked. Jon had his full and undivided attention (in Australia). 


"I told you before we sat down on the fuckin’ couches, | say, ‘Richie. We are going out in front of thousands of 
kids. Try and not make yourself look like the asshole that you already are: Then what do you do? You start 
half drunk, put your nasty ass hands on my jacket, fake called Michael Jackson and all that other stupid ass 
shit you did" 


Jon's face was red, and Richie had never seen him so upset. The lingering booze made Richie want to get Jon 
some horns and a pitchfork to complete the look A dark cloud hovered over their crazy hair do's, looming. And 
in that brief moment, Jon thought, ‘maybe | overacted. | am a certified ass. All Richie could say was, "I'm 
sorry, man l'm just havin’ fun. You didn't seem to be bothered by my we'z in.. crock city statement. | thought 


you were enjoying it. | mean, you could've slapped me on the thigh and.” 


Slapped him on the fucking thigh, the same sexy thigh that was stuck in those black jeans? Jon was mashing 
on Richie's lips, still pissed but happy to have Richie's taste back in his world (or in Australia). Like always, 
Richie raised his leg and put it around Jon who in turn grabbed his wonderful ass in those jeans. It was time 
for a good old fashioned mad fuck Jon broke the kiss and the sharp breathing for air ensued. 


"Give me that fuckin’ tongue." That is when Jon remembered Richie pushing out his tongue and pretending to 
put it back then. Mr. Dimples was obedient as ever, whipping that thing out like a lizard, and Jon latched onto it 
with his mouth, hoping that the guitarist would eventually embrace him, and he did. 


Those arms felt so comforting. Richie was just the kind of guy a person wanted to be next to, easy to cuddle, 
easy to use and abuse and easy to fuck. The kissing was fervent and raw, Jon working Richie's neck with his 


hot mouth, his palms still gripping the cups of Rich's clothed ass. 
"Oh, Jonny. You're being naughty tonight, in Australia." Richie's whispered chance yearned him a quick bite and 
he yelped, but smiled because he knew that Jon had received his apology. They looked at each other longingly. 


"Come on, babe. Let's just enjoy this moment. | wanna enjoy you. | don't wanna fight." 


Jon took it all in with a grain of salt. With down turned lips and nods, the rocker relented. 


"By the way | sit with my hands on my dick ‘cause I'm always thinkin’ bout you and how hard you make my 


cock, like right now." 


There was a plush couch similar to the one MTV was hosting. Jon insisted Richie sit there with those legs 
open, the jeans still on, and he pleased him with his talented mouth. "Oh, yeah, baby. Suck my dick, in 
Australia." All the way down the dark pubes he did, letting the thickness hit the back of his throat, loving that 
sexy scent that wiggled up his nose. Naturally, Richie had his hands resting in his inner thighs, looking down like 
a superior rocker getting his dick sucked, but by his best friend. "Fuck yeah, Jonny. Make me feel good" 


Jon rubbed those skinny hands, making Richie smile. He had sensitive hands. Then Jon ran his hands down 
Richie's clothed legs, and it was a long way down. From the knees and then back up to the thighs that were 
wrapped up so tightly in those jeans.. the very sensation made Jon's asshole twitch and his cock rise. 


| got that dick standing up high, don't |?" Jon said, observing his work, watching his salvia drip from the 
mighty stick. "Keep those hands right there, right there, baby," Jon pleaded, unzipping Richie's fly more to 
where his balls showed up for the party. Stroking his own shaft, the rocker took in nut like a horny squirrel, 


making Richie purr. "I'm cracking the most coveted nut in." 


“Australial" Richie roared, his head back and tongue out, but hands still in the same place. Jon brought his face 
up to Richie, kissing him hard. The two stars clung to one another, rubbing their erections, the dry and wet 
friction causing more sexual tension that could slice a rock holding up a piece of cheese. Hands went there and 
in there, Richie's ET's slipping into Jon's brown, leather pants, squeezing the perfect bottom, making Jon groan. 
As much as Jon wanted to ride Richie like a coked up horse watching Scarface on VHS, he had to reconsider 


because after all, Richie had misbehaved and he needed to be punished. 


Sensing Jonny's wants and true intentions, Richie shifted, pushing himself up, but keeping his mouth on Jon's. 
The lead singer was down on his knees, allowing himself to be overtaken by Richie's darting and ruthless tongue. 
He pumped Richie's cock in a closed fist, wanting to keep it stiff and ready. Jon pulled himself to his feet, not 
wanting to let Richie's mouth go, but eventually did. 


"Wait here, baby." The soft command excited Richie beyond all compare. He was ready to ride like the naughty 
boy he had been. He watched as Jon fumbled through his suitcase, listening to the rustling sounds and even 
that turned him on. 


"Are you getting what | think you are? Wanna get me hole ready?" Jon was angered by that thought. 


"No, baby. Not that. l'm gonna stretch you out tonight. | just wanna keep in your clothes." And Richie knew 
exactly what Jon was wanting when he came out with a knife. Before returning to the rocker, he picked up his 
shades and Richie slipped them back on "Stand up." Richie obeyed, coming to his feet like a lumberjack, tall and 
confident, his bulky member rigid and thick. "Turn around. Bend over." Being as careful as one could be, Jon split 
the jeans from the crack and was surprised to see nothing but skin and not briefs. Reading his mind, Richie 
turned around, recreating the smile and glance from Bad Medicine, but with glasses. 


"You think I'd wear briefs tonight, Jonny? Maybe | acted like an asshole on purpose-because | want you to fuck 


my asshole, in Australia” This time Jonny smiled and laughed the way he did on TV. 

'| love you," he said briefly. He took Richie's place on the couch then, taking off al of his own clothes, receiving 
a quick blowjob and then a mount. In a whorish manner, Richie smoothed the glazed tip on his used hole, loving 
the sensation of Jon's familiar head questing for entrance. And Richie let it enter. 

It swept his insides completely, causing him to swing his head back, his hair hanging like a curtain and of 
course, Jon touched it and then held on. "Fuckin’ slut puppy.." Jon said, forcing Richie's head back up and into 
his face and another passionate kiss. 

"Yes.." Richie agreed, bouncing on that cock wantonly, smiling and laughing joyfully. The guitarist loved the 
feeling of being taken by the man he would give his life for. He closed his eyes as Jon bucked into him 
savagely, plunging his body into the receiving hole, which was wet and moist, sucking in Jon's cock like it was 
everything. Still wearing those shades, Richie's face was in Jon's again, moaning with sensual laughs. "Oh yea. Oh 
yea. Fuck me.." Even underneath the protection of the jeans, Richie still felt the slap that Jon gave him and he 
loved it. Jon did it again. 

"Fuck you where?" 

"In Australia!" 


"That's right. Anybody ever fuck you like me, baby?" 


"No, never," Richie responded with a urgent shake of his head. He gave Jon an strong kiss that reassured him 
of this. "I belong to you, Jonny. I'm yours.” 


Only in Australia?" 


"No, everywhere. Anytime. Forever." Jon's hard strokes turned into loving ones and he removed Richie's shades. 


They held one another, kissing lovingly and lonigly. "I need you, Jonny.” 
"You want me to come inside you in Australia?" 


"Fuck yes, please. And l'm sorry | was bad" 


"| like it when you're bad." 


"Fuck me, Santa Jovi" Jon pushed up deeper, his inner thighs hitting Richie's exposed cock and balls. The split 


stretched wider and wider as it became more strong for the both of them. 
"Here comes Jovi, Richie, in Australia!" 


"In Australia. Aaaaa!" The room trembled and shook. Jon and Richie held one another, quivering. Richie had been 


filled the way he had wanted, happy and content. And two cuddled, allowing the night and their lust to take over 


once more, in Australia 


End 


